26              THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

Early next morning we were up and ready
for the last seventeen miles into Manipur.
We had tried to smarten ourselves up as
much as possible, as we were to be met by
some of the princes before we reached our
journey's end, but, alas ! a mischievous rat
had busied himself during the night by eating
a large hole in my husband's hat and all the
fingers off my right-hand glove, and we could
not get at our boxes to rummage for others,
so weliad to go as we were.

The old colonel rode with us, and seven
miles from Manipur we were met by four
princes. They had had a small hut built,
which was nicely matted and arranged with
chairs. As we rode up, the four royalties
came forward to meet us, amidst much
blowing of trumpets and presenting of arms
by their several guards of honour. This
was my first introduction to the Senaputti
of Manipur, and little did we foresee the
terrible influence he was destined to bear
on our future ! He was not a very striking-